NEDL TRANSFER 
AVION 
HN 3JCY4 Z 


HOW TO BEHAVE 
IN SOCIETY. 


A Complete Manual for Ladies and Gentlemen, 


EMBRACING 


Hints on Introduction, Salutation, Conversation, 
Friendly Visits, Social Parties, On the Street, 
In Public Places, In Traveling, Driving and 
Riding, Letter Writing, At the Table, Mak- 
ing and Receiving Presents, Courtship, 
Wedding Etiquette, Christening, Fune- 
rals, Etc., with Suggestions How 
to Dress Tastefully. 


THH TOLTLATTH, 


With Simple Recipes for Improving the Complexion, Eitc. 


Price, Illuminated Paper Cover, 30 Cents. 
66 a6 Board 6¢ 50 é¢é 
SENT FREE BY MAIL ON RECEIPT OF PRICE. 


CHARLES A. LILLEY, Pubiisher, 
114 COLLEGE PLACE, NEW YORK. | 


oe 3 7 j 
. xy Py 


ae | 
~ SELECTIONS 
FOR 


AUTOGRAPH AND WRITING 


ALBUMS. 


NEW-YORK: 
CHARLES A. LILLEY, PustisHer. 


1879. 


HARVARD 


UNIVERSITY 
LIBRARY 


Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1879, by 
CHARLES A. LILLEY, 
in the office of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington. 


PREFACE. 


The long felt need of a carefully prepared volume of choice 
selections for Autographic, Floral and Writing Albums, has 
prompted the preparation and production of this little book. 

The selections here introduced will be found a ready means 
of supplying an appropriate line, verse or other matter, and 
will also serve as a basis for poetical thought and original 
production. Many original selections are presented, and also 
@ number from well known poems, to which, in all instances 
where known, the authors’ names are given. 
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DEDICATION. 


FOR INSCRIPTION ON TITLE PAGES. 


THESE pages now an emblem are 
Of loveliness and truth ; 

Their spotless leaves the impress wear 
Of innocence and youth. 


As time flies swiftly on, may you 
Find treasures garnered here, 

And kindred souls, to virtue true, 
Leave thoughts to memory dear. 


The spring of life o’er you, fair maid, 
Its graceful mantle holds ; 

Let future seasons find no stain 
Or blemish in its folds. 


Then shall the years glide swiftly on, 
Nor dread the wintry blasts ; 

For when the flowers of spring are gone 
The seeds of virtue last. 


Tus Album is a reef to thee, 
Sacred to love and memory ; 

Let every line or flower be 

A pure, bright gem of constancy. 


Let every page a moral be— 
An emblem of humility. 
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HERE you will find all those magic sweets to exorcise the evil eye. 


Go, little book, thy destined course pursue, 
Collect memorials of the just and true, 
And beg of every friend so near 

Some token of remembrance dear. 


I wish that no flattery may ever desecrate this Album ; that 
no falsehood may darken its whiteness; but that the spirit of 
truth, light and love may brighten and fructify its fair pages. 

I wish that she whose name it bears may never know the 
treachery of friendship, the blight of unreciprocal affection; but 
with what measure of love she metes, it shall be measured to her 
again. I wish that these leaves, as spotless as her own true heart, 
may receive only the impress of kindness and benevolence, and 
that buds of promise may cluster here that shall burst in blossoms 
of beauty. I wish that in after years, when the fingers that traced 
these lines shall be motionless, and memory and sadness, hand in 
hand, shall look back to the things that were, these offerings 
may be a medium by which her faith may climb to the eternal 
sphere where re-union shall be and endure forever. 


My Album’s open! Come and see! 
What ! won’t you waste a line on me? 
Write but a thought—a word or two, 
That memory may revert to you. 


To My Frienps: 
My Album is a garden spot, 
Where all my friends may sow, 
Where thorns and thistles flourish not, 
But flowers alone may grow. 
With smiles for sunshine, tears for showers, 
I'll water, watch and guard these flowers. 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 


May all that in this book appears 
Adorn your bright and happy years, 
Reveal fresh beauties, and embrace 
Your life with loveliness and grace. 


ey 


May this fair Album be 
A casket of the fairest gems— 
Sweet blossoms from. affection’s tree, 
Pearls set in friendship’s diadem. 


Ox! KEEP these pages pure and white, 
Unless the glow of truth be there ; 
Let no rude hand presume to write 
Or stain with flattery leaves so fair; 
These lines so highly prized by thee, 
Because ’tis friendship gems them o’er, 
In future years more dear will be 
When those who penned them are no more. 
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WE may write our names in Albums, 
We may trace them in the sand, 
We may chisel them in marble 
With a firm and skilful hand ; 
But these pages soon are sullied, 
Soon each name will fade away, 
Every monument will crumble, 
As all earthly hopes decay. 
But, my friend, there is an Album, 
Full of leaves of snowy white, 
Where no name is ever tarnished, 
But forever pure and bright. 
In the book of life, ‘‘God’s Album,” 
May your name be penned with care, 
And may all who here have written, 
Write their names forever there, 
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FLORAL. 


In vain I searched the garden through, 
In vain the meadows gay, 

For some sweet flower that might to you 
A kindly thought convey. 

One spoke too much of hope and bloom 

For those who know of man the doom ; 
Another, alas! seemed all too frail 
For stronger breath than summer’s gale. 

I turned me thence to where beneath 
The hedgerow’s verdant shade 

The lowliest gems of Flora’s wreath, 
Their modest charms displayed. 

Lured by its name, one simple flower 
From its sweet sisterhood I bore, 

And bade it hasten to impart 

The breathing of a faithful heart, 
And plead whate’er your future lot, 
In weal or woe, ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


Tver turned these pages o’er and o’er 

To see what others have written before, 
And in this quiet little spot 

I plant the sweet ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


Tue tears from angels falling 
Turn to diamonds on each flower. 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 


Ox! wuHarT a blessed thing flowers are; 
They have been well styled ‘*God’s 
Undertows of encouragement to the children of earth. 


A Lirry Frowrr— 
Tux old Egyptian’s emblematic mark 
Of joy immortal and of pure affection. 


My Album is a barren tree, 

Where leaves, and only leaves, you see ; 
But touch it—flowers and fruits will spring, 
And birds among the foliage sing. 


In all places and in all seasons, 

Flowers expand their light and soul-like wings, 
Teaching us, by most persuasive reasons, 

How akin they are to human things. 


And with child-like, credulous affection, 
We behold their tender buds expand, 
Emblems of our own great resurrection— 

Emblems of the bright and better land. 


As on in youth's bright path you go, 
Where many a flower’s revealed, 

Remember those that fairest grow 
Have sharpest thorns concealed, 


Be this charge written in your breast, 
And let not time annul it— 

Whatever flower thou likest best, 
Examine ere you cull it. 


THovu art pure as the bud of a summer flower. 
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Your voiceless lips, O, flowers! are living preachers : 
Each cup a pulpit, and each leaf a book, 

Supplying to our fancies numerous teachers 
From lowliest nook. 


Tris world is like a garden, 
Your heart the fairest spot, 
_ Now, in this fairy bower, 
Let me plant ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


Se 


BLEssED be God for flowers ! 

For the bright, gentle, holy thoughts that breathe 
From out their odorous beauty like a wreath 

Of sunshine on life’s hours ! 


Prize them, that through all hours 

Thou hold’st sweet commune with their beauty there, 
And, rich in this, through many a future year 

Bless thou our God for flowers! 


THE flowers will tell to thee asacred mystic story, 

How moistened earthly dust can wear celestial glory, 

On thousand mystic stems is found the lone inscription graven, 
How beautiful is earth when it can image Heaven ! 


Tue Liry. 
EMBLEM Of Him in whom no stain 
The eye of Heaven could see, 
In all their glory monarchs vain 
Are not arrayed like me. 


May your love prove true to Him who made you and your life 
_ one garden of flowers. 
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THe world is full of pleasant thoughts, 
And pleasant facts and fancies, 

If we would but discard the rue 
And cultivate the pansies. 


Yes, mercies cluster like sweet flowers where’er our footsteps tread, 
Only we do not always see the gifts for us outspread ; 

We murmur at the troubles that we meet as we advance, — 

And gaze on our discomforts till their number we enhance ; 

But common way—side blessings oft escape our careless glance. 


Yet still the thoroughfare of life continuously they gem, 

And weary spirits grow refreshed while recognizing them. 

O, God of beauty and of love, we thank Thee for these flowers, 
Nurtured in dry and sterile spots, by sunshine and by showers, 
These daily mercies springing up to cheer this world of ours! 


SS 


THERE is & little flower | 
That twines around the Shepherd’s cot, 
And in the silent midnight hour 
It sweetly chimes, ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


ee 


May the flowers of friendship 
Embellish thy cot, 

And flourish long after 
This friend is forgot. 


THINK of me when you are happy, 
Keep for me one little spot ; 

In the depth of thine affection 
Plant a sweet ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


Ler the Lily be an emblem of life's flower in thee, 
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Dews, that nourish fairest flowers, 
Fall unheard in stillest hours ; 

Streams, which keep the meadows green, 
Often flow themselves unseen. 


Violets, hidden on the ground, 
Throw their balmy odors round ;. 
Viewless in the vaulted sky, 
Larks pour forth their melody. 


Emblems these, which well express 
Virtue’s modest loveliness ; 
Unobtrusive and unknown, 
Felt but in its fruits alone! 


From a far and lonely grot 
I bring one flower, ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


——— ee 


FLowers are the alphabet of angels, 
Wherewith they write on hills and fields 
Mysterious truths. 


WE must not hope to be mowers, 

And to gather the ripe gold ears, 
Unless we have first been sowers 

And watered the furrows with tears. 
It is not just as we take it, 

This mystical world of ours, 
Life’s field will yield as we make it, 

A harvest of thorns or flowers. 


FULL many & gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear ; 
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 
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THERE is a pretty little flower, 
Of sky-blue tint and white, 
That glitters in the sunshine 
And goes to sleep at night. 
*Tis a token of remembrance, 
And a pretty name it’s got. 
Would you know it if I told you? 
*Tis the sweet ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


Leavina those who have extended the hand of friendship to 
me, is like giving up some flower over which I have watched. 


Love buds upon earth; it blossoms in Heaven. 


WHEN first bedecked the earth, 
In Eden’s happy bowers, 

The Lord, ’tis said, in cool of day, 
Came down among the flowers. 


To each He gave its fitting name, 
To each a loving word, 

And blessed the garden He had made, 
Beholding it was good. 


Again He came in cool of day, 
And walked among the flowers, 

But one He saw—a blossom fair— 
Was sad in Eden's bower. 


The loving Lord bent tenderly, 
And raised its drooping head, 
When—‘ Lord, my name I have forgot,” 
The blue-eyed blossom said. 


No bitter word the Master gave, 
‘* Forget-me-not,’’ said He, 
And, smiling on the sad sweet flower— 
‘* Lo, this thy name shall be.”’ 
& 
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May your life be always happy, 
And your smile be always gay, 

As the ‘‘ Lilies of the Valley,” 
When they bloom in lovely May. 


For@ivengss—the odor which flowers give out when they are 
crushed. | 


REMEMBER me when you are happy, 
Save for me one little spot, 

In the depths of your affection, 
To plant the sweet ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 


AFFECTION. 


Count not the hours while their silent wings 
Thus waft them in fairy flight ; 
For feeling, warm from her dearest springs, 
Shall hallow the scene to-night. 
And while the music of joy is here, 
And the colors of life are gay, 
Let us think on those that have loved us dear— 
The friends who are far away. 
—Horace Twiss. 


Wuen howling winds and beating rain, 
In tempests shake the sylvan cell ; 
Or, "midst the chase, on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 
.—Collins. 


O, FRIEND beloved! I sit apart and dumb, 
Sometimes in sorrow, oft in joy divine ; 
My lip will falter, but my prison heart 
Springs forth to meagureits faint pulse with thine. 
—Julia Ward Howe. 


So long regardless of thy quiet rule, 

Shall fancy, friendship, science, smiling peace, 

Thy gentlest influence own, 

And love thy favorite name ! 
: — Collins. 
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TxHovuaH fortune frown, and Fate’s stern decree 
May banish me far from thy lot, 

Wherever I roam, where’er I may be, 
Thou wilt not, thou cans’t not e’er be forgot. 


"Tis sweet to see the dawning day 
Chasing the shades of night away, 
While dewy flowers are sparkling bright, 
And warbling birds salute the light ; 

But there are beams of deeper power 
Than ever wakened bird or flower— 
Affection’s sunny rays, that throw 

Upon the heart a warmer glow! 


Oh! life has much may well impart 
A thrill of pleasure to the heart ; 
Much that may well a sunny glow 
Upon its varied landscape throw. 
And yet 'tis like those vases old, 
Whose beauty never can be told, 
Until affection's lamp begin 

To light the chalice from within. 


SERENE will be our days and bright, 

And happy will our nature be, 
When love is an unerring light, 

And joy its own security. 
And they a blissful course may hold 

Even now, who, not unwisely bold, 
Live in the spirit of this creed. 

— Wordsworth. 
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Live for those that love you, 
For those whose hearts are true, 
For the Heaven that smiles above you 
And the good that you may do. 
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I rHinK of thee when morning springs 
From sleep, with plumage bathed in dew, 
And, like a young bird, lifts her wings 
Of gladness, on the welkin blue. 


And when, at noon, the breath of love 
O’er flower and stream is wandering free, 
And sent in music from the grove, 
I think of thee—I think of thee! 


I think of thee, when, soft and wide, 
The evening spreads her robes of light, 
And, like a young and timid bride, 
Sits blushing in the arms of night. 


And when the moon’s sweet crescent springs 
In light o’er heaven’s deep waveless sea, 
And stars are forth, like blessed things, 
I think of thee—I think of thee! - 


I think of thee ; that eye of flame, 
Those tresscs falling bright and free ; 
That brow, where ‘“ Beauty writes her name,” 
I think of thee—I think of thee ! 
— Prentice 


ForGet me not when thou’rt sadly bending 
By the old haunts of bright but perished days, 
When the young moon its silvery luster lending, 
Gilds all its pleasant paths and flowery ways. 


Forget me not, but let my memory linger 
As a soft shadowy twilight on thy mind, 
And like a harp, touched by some fairy finger, 
My voice shall whisper through the evening wind. 


THE evening star and the morning dew 
Are not to be compared 
With a kiss from you, 
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Forget me not when other eyes 
Shall fondly gaze on thee ; 

Forget me not when others smile, 
Forget, forget not me! 


Forget me not when other lips 
Shall whisper love to thee ; 

But, then, think of the happy past, 
And think, oh, think of me! 


Forget me not, though one might weave 
A. garland rich and rare 

To place upon thy placid brow, 
Or deck thy glossy hair. 


Forget me not, for would I not, 
Most willingly and true, 

Entwine a garland of bright gems 
For you, and only you / 


Forget me not, for I am thine, 
Whate’er thy lot shall be ; 

Forget me not, in course of time— 
Forget, forget not me! 


Forget me not, forget me not, 
Though severed we will be; 

The thought that we may meet again 
Is one bright thought for me. 


We part, and yet I ask again, 
Forget, forget me not! 

On Memory’s scroll engrave my name, 
And oh, do not it blot! 


My parting gift, what shall it be? 

I know you'll prize the flower, 
‘* Forget-me-not,” if culled by me 

From Eden’s fragrant bower. 

Good-bye! Inow must say that word. 
‘*Forgotten!” What have I? 

‘* A kiss!” O, yes, I'll give you that 
I’m off, so now good-bye ! 
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AROUND me shall hover, 
In sadness or glee, 

Till life’s dreams be over, 
Sweet memories of thee. 


Loox up thy heart, 
Keep safe the key, 
Forget me not 
Till I do thee! 


In happy moments, when thy heart 
From grief and care is free, 

When all seems beautiful and bright, 
Then pause, and think of me. 

For as the fragrance of the rose, 
Floats on the breath of morn, 

So will each joy thy spirit feels, 
To mine, be sweetly born. 


Briaut be the years before thee, 
Friend of my childhood days ; 

Peace weave her olive o’er thee, 
And joy attend thy ways. ‘ 


May angels attend thee, and their wings 
Fan every shadow from thy brow, 

For only bright and loving things 
Should wait on one so good as thou. 


ConsTaNnt my heart shall ever prove to thee, 
As sure as thou this token receive from me. 
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A PLACE in thy memory, dearest, 
Is all that I can claim, 

To pause and look backward when 
Thou hearest the sound of my name. 


Lovsg is something so divine, 
Description would but make it less; 

’Tis what we know, yet can’t define, 
’Tis what we feel, yet can’t: express. 


Hearts may be pinioned side by side, 
Yet still remain alone, 

And hearts, though continents divide, 
May live and love as one. 


TE heart that marks its throbs precisely 
But little love can feel ; 

He loves not well who can love wisely, 
Nor wisely who loves well. 


Down the coming future 
May the sunlight sweep ; 
All along thy pathway 
May no shadows sleep ; 
Like the wind’s wild blowing, 
Fetterless and free, 
May thy spirit’s yearning 
Through life’s journey be. 
Hoping is but idle, 
Wishing is but vain, 
Yet 'tis all I bring thee 
With my simple strain. 
And when wealth and honors 
Round thee proudly glow, 
Think that one who loved thee 
Wished it might be so. 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 21 


Fare thee well, may peace attend thee, 
And hope her cheering influence blend ; 
May Heaven from every ill defend thee, 
And bless the home that holds my friend. 
Each tender, friendly recollection 
Within my heart shall fondly live, 
This little proof of fond affection 
Is not the last I hope to give. 


On this spotless page my pen essays to trace a record of affec- 
tion, and as I write, a wish isin my heart that, for thee, every 
life-leaf may be written with the golden pen of love. 


WHENE’ER thine eye shall fondly trace 
These simple lines I’ve sketched for thee, 

Whate’er the time, whate’er the place, 
Then wilt thou think of me? 


Ox! soft as dew upon the flowers, 
May dream-land waft to thee 

Some tender tale of future hours, 
Some treasured thought of me. 


ALTHOUGH two rivers do us part, : 
Our hearts they cannot sever, 

I'll love thee where’er thou art, 
And think of thee forever. 


Every joy that Heaven can send, 
Wealth, and every kind of treasure, 
Health and love, to thee, my friend, 
And happiness without measure, 
May your days in joy be passed. 
With friends to bless and cheer, 
And each year exceed the last 
In all that earth holds dear. 
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HUMOROUS. 


You ask me for something original, 
I scarcely know how to begin, 
For there’s nothing original in me, 
o Unless its original sin. 


REMEMBER me when far away, 
If only half awake ; 

Remember me on your wedding day, 
And send me a piece of cake. 


‘* AND when he is out of sight, quickly also is he out of mind.” 
I eee this will not be the fate of your friend— 


How can I write when neither rhyme nor reason give expres- 
sion to my thoughts ? 


May you through life remain the same, 
Unchanged in all except your name. 


Brieasep are they which expect nothing, for they shall not be 
disappointed. 


Troy, I would the gods had made me poetical, that I might 
here indite that which thou hast asked of me. 


oa 
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Way back here, just out of spite, 
' These two lines do I indite. 


In after years 
\ ‘When this you see, 
I wonder what 
Your name will be? 


_ May the lad you take for life 
Prove as faithful as his wife, 
Whether his eyes be black or blue, 
May they always smile on you. 


I gAVE your album in which to write, 

Have turned toa page all blank and white. 
On dipping my pen into the ink 

I knit my brows, and tried to think ; 

I thought, and thought, and thought in vain, 
And then concluded to write my name. 


SomME people can be very funny, 
I never could be so; 

So I'll just inscribe my name, 
It’s the funniest thing I know. 


Aas! alas! I am so dumb, 
I cannot write in this album. 


A sPANIEL, & woman, and a walnut tree, 
The more ye thrash 'em, the better they be, 


' 
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Sartre down the stream of life, 
In your little bark canoe, 
May you have a pleasant trip, 
With just room enough for two. P 


Att honor to woman, the sweetheart, the wife, 
The delight of our fireside, by night and by day, 

Who never does anything wrong in her life, 
Except when permitted to have her own way. 


May you live in bliss from sorrow away, 

Having plenty laid up for a rainy day ; 

And when you are ready to settle in life, 

May you find a good husband and make a good wife. 


Or lordly man, how humbling is the type— 
A fleeting shadow, a tobacco pipe ; 

His mind the fire, his frame the tube of clay, 
His breath the smoke, so idly puffed away, 
His food the herb that fills the hollow bowl— 
Death is the stopper. Ashes end the whole. 


HE is a fool who thinks by force or skill 
To turn the current of 8 woman’s will. 


Man’s love is like Scotch snuff— 
You take a pinch and that’s enough. 
Profit by this sage advice, 

When you fall in love, think twice. 


In the storms of life, 

When you need an umbrella, 
May you have to uphold it 

A handsome young fellow. 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 


{ A BRoOM. ] 


As sure as comes your wedding day, 
This present will I send ; 

In sunshine use the brushy part, 
In storm the other end. 


Lona may you live, 
Happy may you be, 

When you get married 
Come and see me. 


May you be happy, 

Each day of your life, 
Get a good husband 

And make a good wife. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


DEaR ——, accept this tribute of respect 
A friend to you doth give, 

And ’till he’s (she’s) called to death’s cold sleep 
Thfs wish for you shall live— 

That life may be a happy way, 
And sorrow be unknown, 

That friendship’s warm and heavenly ray 
May ever be your own. 


WHEN grief hangs o’er thy lonely heart, 
When no kind friend stands by, 
Perchance, in looking o’er this book, 
These lines may catch your eye ; 
Then read and think of her (him) who writes 
These simple lines to thee, 
And do not say you have no friend, 
For she (he) will think of thee. 


WHEN you are sitting alone, 
Reflecting on the past, 

Remember that you have one friend 
Whose love will always last. 


In memory’s casket drop one pearl 
For your schoolmate and friend. 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 


May Heaven protect and keep thee 
From every sorrow free, 

And grant thee every blessing— 
Is my earnest wish for thee. 


FRIENDSHIP, above all ties, doth bind the heart, 
And faith in friendship is the noblest part, 


Passina through life’s field of action, 
Lest we part before its end, 

Take within your modest volume 
Thismemento of a friend. 


Passing through it may we ever 
Friends continue as begun ; 

And, till death shall part us, never 
May our friendship cease to burn. 


Though rocks and hills divide us, 
And youl cannot see, 

Remember this, the name of her (him) 
Who is a friend to thee. 


WHEN absent from our friends and home, 
And all those scenes the heart holds dear, 
’Tis sad to feel we are alone, 
Without a home or friend sincere. 


But there is one, I feel assured, 
Whose friendship I can claim; 
The kind regard of her secured 
I would for aye retain. 


Then, may you never 
The writer of these lines forget, 
Or the chain of friendship sever 
Without a feeling of regret. 
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THERE is a word in language told, 
In friendship ever dear— 

In English ’tis ‘‘ Forget me not,” 
In French 'tis ‘* Souvenir.” 


Is there no tie that binds 

The feeling heart, the manly minds, 
Has love the only claim ? 

Ah, no! there is a tie as strong, 

That binds as firm, and lasts as long, 
And “ Friendship” is its name. 


May happiness be always yours, 
And peace your stcps attend, 

Accept this token of respect, 
From one that is your friend. 


In future years, when turning to survey 
The sacred joys of many a happy day, 
Should chance to this direct your eye, 
Recalling pleasures long gone by, 

Pause at this leaf, and kindly lend 

A passing thought upon thy friend. 


FRIENDs at heart will never part, 
Friends of a day soon pass away, 
Let us, dear be friends at heart. 


Is aught so fair 
In all the dewy landscapes of the Spring, 
In the bright eye of Hesper or the morn, 
In nature’s fairest form ; is aught so fair 
As virtuous Friendship ? 
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Tusk few lines to you are tendered 

By a friend, sincere and true ; 
Hoping but to be remembered 

When he’s (she’s) far away from you. 


REMEMBER this, my friend, I pray, 
As days and nights do pass away, 
True friendship ever shall remain, 
If we no more do meet again. 


WHEN Spring bedecks the earth with flowers 
May it bring fresh joys to thee ; 

When the Summer birds are singing, 
May thy sky all cloudless be ; 

When sere Autumn’s leaves are falling, 
May no shadow cross thy path ; 

When fierce Winter vents his fury, 
Be thou free from all his wrath. 

Through a life of endless gladness, 
Keep one little thought for me ; 

May our friendship ne’er be blasted, 
Then will I contented be. 


' J Frnv no place that does not breathe 


Some gracious memory of my friend. 
— Tennyson. 


Ir may occur in after life 

That you, I trust, a happy wife, . 
Will former happy hours retrace, 
Recall each well-remembered face. 

At such a moment I but ask, 

I hope ’twill be a pleasant task, 

That you'll remember as a friend 

One who'll prove true e’en to the end. 
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How many sweet and varied flowers 
Friendship’s hand has scattered here, 

Proof of affection’s greener hours, 
Pledges to youth and memory dear. 


May these cherished buds combining, 
Twine a wreath of love for thee, 
Where the gems of truth are shining 

In their native purity. 


And when upon this little treasure, 

~ Thine eye in after years shall bend, 

Wilt thou not recognize with pleasure, 
This tribute of an humble friend ? 


May the choicest gifts of heaven 
Be showered upon thy life. 


My harp, that tuneless long has lain 
To blank forgetfulness a prey, 

Once more renews its humble strain. 

Not for applause or smile to gain, 
But to its friends a tribute pay. 


May all the blessings Heaven bestows 
On you, like evening dew descend, 
And when the streams of sorrow flow, 
To calm your grief and still your woe, 
O, may you never want a friend! 


Lire to us has lost some of its flowers, 

But yet, though Time some foliage rends, 
The stem, the Friendship still is ours, 

And long may it endure, as green 

And fresh as it hath always been. 
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May the friendships formed in childhood 
Blossom in our riper years, 

And as time flows on, be strengthened, 
Whether smiles be ours, or tears. 


FRIENDSHIP’s pleasing power 
In these few lines you'll see, 
Often in a lonely hour— 
Read them and think of me. 


May the cords of love which bind us 
To friendship’s pleasant claim, 
Ever near and happy find us, 
And ever just the same. 


Some friends may wish thee happiness, 
Some others wish thee wealth ; 

My wish for thee is better far— 
Contentment, blessed with health. 


—_—_—____.. 


OF all the gifts that Heaven bestows, 
There’s one above all measure, 

And that’s a friend ; "midst all our woes 
A friend is found a treasure. 

To thee I give that sacred name, 
For such thou art to me, 

And ever proudly will I claim 
To be a friend to thee. 


Let not our friendship, 
Like the roses, wither, 

But, like the evergreen, 
Last forever. 
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Frienpsuip ! how pleasing is that sound 
To all that know its meaning true, 

And yet how few on earth are found 
Who've felt its joys, alas! too few. 


Yct thousands shout that magic word, 
And boast the sacred name of friend, 

But let misfortune’s croak be heard, 
And soon their friendship’s at an end. 


Some friends have wished thee free from care, 
Others joy and wealth ; 

Some have wished thee blessings rare, 
Long life and constant health ; 

My wish for thee is better far 
Than all thy friends have given, 

That when thou leavest this world of care, 
Thy soul may rest in Heaven. 


- }¥ow much to be prized and esteemed is a friend, 
On whom we can always with safety depend, 
Our joys, when extended, will always increase, 
And griefs, when divided, are hushed into peace. 


May your life be one bright dream 
Is the wish of your friend 


Gop feeds the ravens when they cry, 
Buries the sparrows when they die, 
Blesses the poor with sacred trust, 
Breathes life into the stolid dust ; 
And He creatcs each friend, indeed, 
To serve us in our times of need ; 
He scatters mercies like the light— 
FRIENDS are His miracles of might. 
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Ir in this Album I should write my name, 

Would you consent to let it there remain ? 

Among your friends forever let it rest, 

And let our friendship live within your breast. 

Hear what true friendship speaks to every friend— 
‘Live happy while you live, and happiness extend.” 
If by these lines perchance you think of me, 

I am your friend, and always wish to be. 


A makxK of friendship’s pleading power 
In these few lines you'll see, 

And sometimes in a lonely hour 
Read them and think of me. 


When in thy chosen hours of bliss, 
When sorrows are forgot, 

Then turn one happy glance at this, 
And read ‘‘ Forget me not.” 


WHEN memory o'er the past shall glance, 
May nothing then offend ; 

May ail that can life’s charm enhance 
Be thine—so hopes your friend. 


REMEMBER well, and bear in mind, 
A constant friend is hard to find ; 
But when you get one, kind and true, 
Forsake not the old one for the new. 


Love, with all its fond caressings, 
Friendship, with its joys divine, 
Health and its attendant blessings, 
Now and evermore be thine. 
Qe 
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Orr as thine eyes shall fondly trace 
These simple lines I sketch for thee, 

Whate’er the time, whate’er the place, 
O, think of me! 


Thy life, thy bliss, may Heaven defend, 
But should’st thou, by its stern decree, 
‘E’er want a fond, a faithful friend, 
O, think of me! 


WE have been friends together, 
We have laughed at little jests, 

And the fount of hope is gushing 
Warm and joyous in our breasts. 


INDEED, my friend, it is a shame 
To ask me to inscribe my name; 
But, since you ask it, I will say 
I wish you many a happy day— 
A life of bliss, a home of love, 
To meet youin the realms above. 


WEEKS may pass and years may end, 
Yet you will find in me a friend. 


WHEN our life in school 
Shall be at an end, 

Please at times give a thought 
To your loving friend. 


REMEMBER me when you are happy, 
Remember me when sad, 

Remember me through all life’s changes, 
Remember me when glad. 
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In the golden chain of friendship regard me as a link. 


A 


May you, my friend, be ever blest, 
With friends selected from the best, 
And in return may you extend 

A gem of love to every friend. 


—— 


I wit not say ‘‘ Forget me not,” 
Nor ‘‘ Dear, remember me,” 

The one you'll do, the other not, 
When I’m not there to see. 

But I may ask you something here, 
And this I hope you'll do, 

Remember me, dear friend, as long 
As I remember you. 


Trust not a friend untried,’ tis trial makes the gold more fine. 


AOcoEPT, my friend, these lines from me, 
They show that I remember thee, 

And hope some thoughts they will retain, 
Till you and I shall meet again. 


For thee, my fair and gentle friend, 
_ Task not wealth or fame, 
I only ask thy path may be 
Free from life’s toil and pain, 


—_—_———————— 


Amonec the many friends that claim 
A kind remembrance in thy breast, 

I, too, would add my simple name 
Among the rest. 
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O, may our friendship adamantine prove 


One constant day of harmony and love, 
Not chilled by absence, nor subdued by strife, 
Inviolable tie in death and love. 


May happiness be ever thine, 
And peace thy steps attend, 

Accept this tribute of respect, 
From one who is your friend. 


TnovGH many a joy around thee smile, 
And many a faithful friend you meet, 
Who may beguile the happy hour, 
And turn the bitter cup to sweet ; 
Let memory sometimes bear thee back 
To other days almost forgot, 
And when you think of other friends 
Who loved thee well, ‘‘ Forget me not.” 


May peace attend your future hours 
And love bestrew your path with flowers, 
And may you ever have a friend 

True as the one these lines have penned. 


May the links unbroken forever remain 
That unite us together in friendship’s chain. 


In other days to come, 
When o’er this page you bend, 

May memory bring you pleasant thoughts 
Of hours spent with a friend. 


In your wreath of remembrance 
Twine one bud for your friend. 
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ALways speak good of a friend, 
It may be hard, it is true, 

But all will come right in the end, 
And he will be grateful to you. 


How sweet is life when passed with friends 
Whom heaven to soothe our sorrows lends, 
With chosen hearts our joys to share, 
With kindred souls each burden bear. 
‘‘Rejoice in sweet communion still.” 


Here on this Album’s leaf I write 
This humble boon for thee ; 

And let its faults escape thy sight, 
"Tis friendship’s gift from me. 


I breathe for thee my humble prayer, 
That joys through after years 

May shield thy mind from every care, 
Thy heart from sorrow’s tears. 


May blooming health with love and mirth 
Thy happy home surround, , 

May all the joys we find on earth 
Be in thy circle found. 


Oh! may thy years glide on in bliss, 
Through every scene of love, 

That thy fair heart in leaving this 
May gain a home above. 


Passin@ through this world of action 
Many faces do we meet, 

Many memories do we cherish, 
Many friendships, true and sweet. 
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Love is the rosebud of an hour ; 
Friendship, the everlasting flower. 


HERE upon earth, dear friend, I'd wish 
Long life and happiness to thee, 

And life’s eternal purer bliss 
Be thine in fairer worlds than this, 


Nor like the rose 

Shall our friendship wither, 
But like the evergreen 

Last forever. 


FRIENDSHIP isa heavenly voice, 
Friendship bids the heart rejoice. 
Give to friendship friendship’s due, 
Remember me, and I will you. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


WELCOME, welcome, do I sing, 
Far more welcome than the spring ; 
He that parteth from you, never 
Shall enjoy a spring forever. 
— William Browne. 


FaRrEwe! if ever fondest prayer 
For other’s weal availed on high, 
Mine will not all be-lost in air, 
But waft thy name beyond the sky. 
— Byron. 


As travelers oft look back at eve 
When eastward darkly going, 
To gaze upon that light they leave 
Still faint behind them glowing, 
So, when the close of pleasure’s day 
To gloom hath near consigned us, 
We turn to catch one fading ray 
Of joy that’s left behind us. 
—T. Moore. 


IF all the world for thee and me 
One solitary shape possessed, 
What shall I say ? a single tree, 
Whereby to type and hint the rest ? 
—Robert Lord Lytton. 


SELECTIONS FOR AUTOGRAPH 


Let your years be records of goods done, 
Of high endeavors, and victories won— 
Not vain regretting and idle grief. 
Be something more than a drifting leaf. 
Be true to God and your fellow-man. 
In the work of life do the best you can ; 
And men, by the record you make, will see 
How true you were to your love for me. 
—Hben H, Rexford. 


Henze is one leaf reserved for me, 
From all thy sweet memorials free ; 
And here my simple song might tell 
The feelings thou must guess so well. 
But could I thus, within thy mind, 
One little vacant corner find, 
Where no impression yet is seer 
Where no memorial yet has been, 
Oh! it should be my sweetest care 
To write my name forever there / 
—T. Moore. 


Tuy beauty won my heart 
By its unstudied grace : 
There is no show of art 
On thy sweet radiant face. 


WHEN, round the bow], of vanished years 
We talk with joyous seeming, 

With smiles that might as well be tears, 
So faint, so sad their beaming ; 

While memory brings us back again 
Each early tie that twined us, 

Oh! sweet ’s the cup that circles then 

To those we've left behind us! 

—T. Moore. 
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Fare thee well! and if forever, 


Still forever, fare thee well. 
—Byron. 


Many an echo, 
Soft and low, 
Follows thy flying 
- Fancy s0; 
Melodies thrilling 
Tenderly filling 
Thee with their trilling, 
Come and go; 
Memory’s finger, 
Quick as thine, 
Loving to linger 
On the line, 
Writes of another 
Dearer than brother, 
Would that the name were mine! 
—J. W. Palmer. 


Wirth earnest feeling I shall pray 


For thee when I am far away. 
— W. Wordsworth. 


Ir words could all my wishes say, 

Oh! how my tongue would talk away ; 
I wish this day and many more 

Might on dear blessings pour ; 
May health, wealth, love and peace 
With each succeeding year increase ; 
And, oh! the last, come when it may, 
Be unto thee a happy day. 


WITH such a prayer, on this sweet day, 
As thou may’st hear and I may say, 


I greet thee, dearest, far away ! 
: —J, G. Whittier. 
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Waat hand but would a garland cull 
For thee, who art so beautiful. 
— W. Wordsworth. 


ed 


MatipvEen! with the meck, brown eyes, 
In whose orb a shadow lies 
Like the dusk in evening skies! 


Thou whose locks outshine the sun, 
Golden tresses wreathed in one, 
As the braided streamlets run! 


Standing with reluctant feet 
Where the brook-and river meet, 
Womanhood and childhood fleet ! 


Deep and still that gliding stream 
Beautiful to thee must seem 
As the river of a dream. 


Like the swell of some sweet tune, 
Morning rises into noon, 
May glides onward into June. 


Gather, then, each flower that grows, 
When the young heart overflows, 
To embalm that tent of snows. 


Bear through sorrow, wrong and ruth, 
In thy heart the dew of youth, 
On thy lips the smile of truth ; 


And that smile, like sunshine, dart 
Into many a sunless heart, 
For a smile of God thou art. 
—H. W. Longfellow. 


TuHrouau every period of my life 
Thy goodness I'll pursue, 

And after death in distant worlds | 
The glorious theme renew. 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 43 


Go forth in life, O, friend! not seeking love, 
A mendicant that with imploring eye 
And outstretched hand asks of the passer-by 
The alms his strong necessities may move ; 
For such poor love, to pity near allied, 
Thy generous spirit may not stoop and wait, 
A suppliant whose prayer may be denied 
Like a spurned beggar’s at a palace gate ; 
But thy heart’s affluence lavish uncontrolled, * 
The largeness of thy love give full and free, 
As monarchs in their progress scatter gold ; 
And be thy heart like the exhaustless sea, 
That must its wealth of cloud and love bestow 
Though tributary streams or ebb or flow. 
—Anne C. Botta, 


———— ee 


*Mip the music and the sunshine, 
The fragrance and the flowers, 
That bless thee as thou glidest on 
Through girlhood’s happy hours, 
Forget not that a darker time— 
A sterner day may come, 
When care, that dims the brightest eye, 
May make thy heart its home. 


Then gird thee for the conflict, 
Be strong in faith and love, 
Lay up the sunshine in thy heart, 
And fix thine eye above. 
So shall the ministry of grief 
To thee be greatly blest, 
And life's severest discipline 
But fit thee for thy rest. 


Lert holiness and innocence 

Thy course through life approve, 
And happiness eternal 

Will thy portion be above. 
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May thy youthful hours 
Pass joyously each day ; 

And bright and beauteous be the flowers 
That bloom along thy way. 


And when the light of youth is gone, 
And changed seems every scene, 

Then may thy days flow smoothly on, © 
Calm, peaceful, and serene. 


May God’s mercy preserve thee, 
His power protect, 

His goodness uphold thee, 
His wisdom direct. 


May thy life be a happy one, 
May sorrow and care 
Never sadden thy heart, 
Nor find a place there. 


Ee 


- 


Wuere blooms the flower which doth not fade? 
Where is the star that doth not shine ? 

Tell me, O, Muse, in what fair glade 
To seek that star and flower divine. 2 


I oANNoT teach thee where to find 

Those treasures, if thou can’st not tell ; 
The star and flower are in the mind, 

Thrice happy they who guard them well! 


May your joy be as deep as the ocean, 
Your sorrow as light as its foam. 
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ANGELS attend thee! may their wings 
Fan every shadow from thy brow, 

For only bright and loving things, 
Should wait on one so good as thou. 


Cena 


May thy pathway be bright forever, 
Lead where flowers eternal bloom ; 

May thy sky be shadowed never, 
And smiles remove all gloom. 


May earth’s choicest blessings 
TIilumine thy way, 

And Heaven’s purest sunshine 
Grow brighter each day ; 

May pleasures most blissful, 
And joy wreathe thy brow, 

And friends ever love thee 
Silently, as now. 


AooEPT, dear girl, my wish sincere, 
May every bliss attend you ; 

May this one be a happy year, 
And angels kind befriend you. 


May heavenly angels their soft wings display, 
‘And be thy guard thro’ every dang’rous way ; 
In every clime may thou most happy be, 

And when far distant, sometimes think of me, 


Sa 


Taink of me always, think of me ever, 
Think of the good times we once had together. 
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"Tis but a trifle that you ask, 
But this you will admit, 

That trifles, more than greater tasks, 
Will sometimes strain our wit, _ 

I wish thee health, and wealth, and joy, 
As others have before ; 

And were I in poetic mood, 
I'd surely wish thee more. 


May angels guard thee with distinguished care, 
And hourly blessings be thy share ; 

Through flowery paths securely mayest thou tread, 
By Fortune followed, and by Virtue led. 


May thy steps be light, 
Thy cares be few, 

May thy prospccts be bright, 
Thy friends be true. 


W8HEN to these few lines thou mayest open, 
They will prove a source to thee 

By which to serve thee as a token, 
A gentle reminder of me. 


May thy pathway lie 
Over thornlcss roses, 
Where a bright unclouded sky 
Purest light discloses. 


OF all the dear familiar names 

This autographic Look contains, 

May each prove faithful and sinccre 

As he (she) whose name is written here, 
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As o’er the cold sepulchral stones, 
Some name arrests the passer-by, 
Thus when thou viewest this page alone, 
May mine attract thy pensive eye ; 
And when by thee that name is read, 
Perchance in some succeeding year, 
Reflect on me as on the dead, 
And think my heart is buried here. 


WHEN asked in an album to write, 

I feel quite inclined to refuse, 
For what should I dare to indite 

That would a young lady amuse ? 
Not wit, for I have none of that, 

Nor romance, my fancy is tame ; 
And compliments sound so flat, 

I’m forced to write merely my name. 


Br good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever, 
Do noble things, not dream them all day long, 

And so make life, death and that vast forever, 
One grand, sweet song. 


Ox! if thy spirit meet on earth but one 
Whose heart in sympathy springs to thy own, 
Who will with holy love, deep, pure and true, 
Be the bright star of home, loving but you, 
Cherish that priceless flower, hold the gem fast, 


Fame, wealth may fade away, that love will last. 


Never forget that life is short, 
To us awhile ’tis given; 

Then watch and pray ’till called gway 
To live with Christ in heaven, ‘ 
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- ‘MAY heaven to thee its choicest blessing send, 


. + All gpod I wish thee, do not then reject ° 
.This humble tribute of my warm respect. 


e's 7. se | 
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May no dark cloud obscure your sky, 
But may it shine as pure and bright 

As the fair canopy on high, 
When sparkling with the gems of night. 


May happiness ever be thy lot 
Wherever thou shalt be, 

And joy and pleasure light the spot 
That may be home to thee. 


SS 


As oft you turn these pages o’er, 
And o’er beloved names you sigh, 
Though others may delight you more, 
' Let mine not pass unnoticed by. 


PERUSE these simple rhymes, 
If ever you read any, 

And think of me, sometimes, 
Among the many. 


And from the ills of life thy form defend, 


Wuen by fortune and friends we're deserted, 
And pleasures away from us fly, 
There’s no us¢ in getting downhearted, eS 
"Tis better to laugh than to cry. sue 
It is cowardice only that grumbles, eee ee ee 
*> When with trouble the sky’s o’ercast, 
True.eourage ne’er falters or stumbles, 


But piffvely encounters the blast. 


en Nees 
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Tink of me in the hour of leisure, 
Think of me in the hour of care, 
Think of me in the hour of pleasure, 
Spare me one thought in the hour of prayer. 


TaHEsE humble lines, which here I trace, 
Years may not change nor age efface ; 
They may be read, though valued not, 
When he (she) who penned them is forgot. 


WHEN through life’s happy throngs you glide, 
When cherished forms are nigh, 
When pleasure beams on every side, 
And sparkles in your eye ; 
When dearest friends around thee press 
In mirth and joyous glee, 
In all thy joy and happiness, 
Then Jl] remember thee. 


When sorrow dims thy sparkling eye, 
And care sits on thy brow, 

When thy heart is heavy laden 
Beneath its weight of woe ; 

In all such sorrows I will prove 
How firm one friend can be, 

And with a ne’er untiring love 
Will I remember thee. 


— ee 


AT evening’s close, when darkened shades 
Are gathering thick and fast, 
And brooding thoughts come slowly on 
The mem’ry of the past ; 
Then, when the light of other days 
Steals gently over thee, 
Brings back the happy hours of yore, 
Oh, then, think thou of me! 
8 
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Our lives are albums, written through 
With good or ill, with false or true. 
And as the angels turn the pages of our years, 
God grant they may read the good with smiles, 
And blot the ill with tears. 


As the palm-tree standeth so straight and so tall, 

The more the hail beats, the more the rains fall ; 

So love in our hearts shall grow mighty and strong 
Through crosses, through sorrows, through manifold wroug. 


THOSE joyous hopes of early years 
Were all too bright to last, 

We treasure up their memories, 
They are voices of the past. 


REMEMBER me when dawning day 
Blushing receives the ardent sun ; 
Or when at mornful eve you stray, 
Veil’d by its shade, like cloister’d nun ; 
When throbs your heart at plc asure’s call, 
When lonely you at twilight stray 
In silent bower, in lighted hall, 
Hear what each murmuring breeze shall say— 
‘‘ Remember me.” 


In the evening of life cherish the remembrance of one who loved 
thee in its morning. | 


Truts crushed to earth shall rise again, 
The eternal years of God are hers, 
But error wounded writhes in pain 
And dies among His worshipers. 
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As Time, while hastening on his way, 
Turns over a new leaf every day, 
May every one in letters bright, 
Convey instruction and delight. 

And when the pages all are penned 
With choice selections to the end, 
May life itself an album be, 

To keep through all eternity. 


BETWEEN two worlds life hovers like a star, 

’"T wixt night and morning upon the horizon’s verge, 
How little then do we know that which we are, 

How less what we may be, or into what we merge. 


WHEN the deepening twilight at the close of day 
Calls to mind some loved one far away, 

Then let memory fondly call my form to view, 
And remember always one who thinks of you. 


SHOULD they who are nearest and dearest thy heart, 
Thy friend and companions in sorrow depart, 

“ Look aloft” from the darkness and death of the tomb 
To that place where affection is ever in bloom. 


— ene 


WaeETHER the tempests lull or blow, 
Whether the currents ebb or flow, 
Whether the harvest blight or grow, 
Whether the years are swift or slow, 
In days of joy or days of woe, 

In fortune high or fortune low, 

This be my creed for friend or foe, 
Gather the roses as you go. 


51 


52 SHLECTIONS FOR AUTOGRAPH 


W3EeEn rocks and hills divide us, 
And you I cannot see, 

Think of your, friend ——, 
Who went to school with thee. 


ForGrt me not when others gaze 

Enamored of thee with look of praise, 

When weary leagues between us both are cast, 
And each dull hour seems heavier than the last. 


ES 


Trust no future, however pleasant, 
Let the dead past bury its dead, 

Act, act in the living present, 
Heart within and.God ahead. 


I sHALL not thee forget, 
Though years may pass away, 
And time its seal may set 
O’er all who now are gay. 


Should oceans us divide, 

And leave the past a dream, 
They cannot be so wide 

But love can span the stream. 


Take the bright shell 
From its home in the lea, 
And wherever it goes 
It will sing of the sea. 


So take the fond heart 

From its home and its hearth, 
"T will sing of that home 

To the ends of the earth. 
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May purity’s white robe be spread 
In ample fullness round thy form, 

The choicest of earth's gifts be shed, 
Life’s sunshine thine without the storm. 


May virtue be your guiding star 
Along life’s changing way, 

Respect for heaven, home and friends, 
Your care both night and day. 


As each gentlc, kindly feeling 
Through thy heart is sweetly stealing, 
So the sun will shine above thee, 

And the angels, too, will love thee. 


Ir ere on this you chance to look, 
And feel a slight degree of pleasure, 

I’m paid for writing in your book 
This little verse for you to treasure. 


May heavenly angels their fond wings display, 
And guide you safe through every dangerous way, 
In every place may you most happy be, 

And when far distant sometimes think of me. 


Tuart the Christian’s hope may be yours—is the earnest wish of 
your true friend. 


Bg just in all thy actions, and if joined 

With those that are not, never change thy mind. 
If aught obstruct thy course, stand not still, 

But wind about, till thou hast topped the hill. 


| 
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Live for those that love you, 

For those that know you true, 

For the heaven that smiles above you, 
And the good that you can do. 


Swirt.y down life’s flowing tide 
May our vessels safely glide, 
May we anchor side by side 

In Heaven.— 


May happiness ever be thy lot 
Wherever thou shalt be, 

And joy and pleasure light the spot 
That may be home to thee. 


Forget me not, ’tis all I ask, 
This simple boon of thee, 

And let it be an easy task, 
Sometimes to think of me. 


WHEN earth’s week-days are past, and its 
Sabbaths all are o’er 

When its duties and its pleasures engross 
The soul no more, 

May we and all the friends we love 
With the peace of Heaven blest, 

Enjoy around the throne of God the 
Fullness of His rest. 


Se EREEEEEEESEEERREEE 


THovaeH love may die and friends may flee, 
And tears may flow without a check, 

There’s something still on memory’s sea 
To cling to, though it be a wreck. 
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Gon’s first gift Life, His best gift Christ, His last gift Heaven. 
So use the first, that through the dest, you may secure the last. 


As life flows on from day to day, 
And this, your book, soon fills, 

How many may be far away 
From treasured vales and hills ? 

But there is joy in future time 
To turn the pages o’er, 

And see within a name or rhyme 
From one you'll see no more. 


Fair and flowery be thy path 
And bright the skies above thee, 
Happiness every coming year 
To thee and those that love thee. 


LaBor with what zeal we will, 
Something still remains undone— 
Something uncompleted still 
Waits the rising of the sun. 


Ir words could satisfy the heart, 
The heart might find less care, . 
But words, like empty clouds, depart 

And leave but empty air. 


ees, 


Lirs is the ‘‘day” that God has given 
To seek His grace and secure heaven, 
Then let us not in folly spend 

This ‘‘day” that must so shortly end. 
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May your bark be piloted safely through 
The ocean of life to a peaceful haven. 


Hoovrs are golden links, God’s token 
Reaching Heaven ; but one by one 

Take them, lest the chain be broken 
Ere the pilgrimage be done. 


ANOTHER year is ended, 
Another milestone passed, 
How have we spent the hours 

That glided by so fast ? 


May thy years be many and thy sorrows few—may thy life be 
like a long and cloudless summer’s day. And when at last the 
summons comes, from which there is no escaping—when thou art 
wanted and must go, may’st thou fall into the grave as softly as 
the leaves of the sweet roses on an autumn eve, beneath the sighs 
of the western wind. 


May we ever see thy pathway 
Brilliant as we see it now, 

Wearing virtue’s brightest laurels 
On thy fair and gentle brow. 


Or all the glorious pictures 
That hang on Memory’s wall, 
There is one of a band of school girls 
That seemeth the best of all. 


WE met as strangers, not as strangers do we part, 
Long will thy memory lay enshrined within my heart. 
8* 
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WHEN in the course qf human life, 
Five things observe with care; 

To whom you speak, of whom you speak, 
How, when, and where. 


Wuew plains and hills divide us, 
And you I cannot see, 

Remember has a heart 
That will be true to thee. 


Lrves of great men all remind us, 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And departing leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of Time. 


Footprints that perhaps another, 
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother 
Seeing shall take heart again. 


ee 


Farries were kind to country Jennies, 
And in their shoes dropped silver pennies, 
Here the bright tokens which you leave 
As fairy favors I receive. 


WHEN the golden sun is setting, 
And your heart from care is free, 

When o’er a thousand things you're thinking, 
Will you sometimes think of me ? 


Fair and flowery be thy way, 
The skies all bright above thee, 
And happier every coming day 
To thee and those that love thee. 


— 
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A so.iTary blessing few can find, 

Our joys with those we love are interwined, 

And he whose watchful tenderness removes 

Th’ obstructing thorn which wounds the friend he loves, 
Smoothes not another’s rugged path alone, 

But scatters roses to adorn his own. 


Ir I had known in the morning 
How wearily all the day 
The words unkind would trouble my mind 
I said when I went away, 
I had been more careful, darling, 
Nor had given you needless pain ; 
But we vex ‘‘ our own” 
With look and tone, 
We may never take back again. 


For though in the quiet evening 
I may give you the kiss of peace, 
Yet it might be 
That never for me 
The pain at the heart should cease. 
How many go forth in the morning 
That never come home at night, 
And hearts have been broken 
By harsh words spoken 
That sorrow can ne’er set right. 


We have careful thought for the stranger, 
And smiles for the sometimes guest, 
But oft for ‘‘ our own” 
The bitter tone, 
Though we love ‘‘ our own”’ the best. 
Ah! lips with curse impatient, 
Ah! brow with that look of scorn, 
’T were a cruel fate 9 
Were the night too late 
Toundo the work of the morn. 


~ 
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Faint lines on brittle glass and clear 
A diamond pen may trace with art, 
But what the feeblest hand writes here 

Is graven on the owner’s heart. 


May all your days be days of bliss, 
May every plan succeed ; 

Be but as happy asI wish, 
And you'll be blest indeed. 


As a slight token of esteem 
Accept these lines from me; 

So plain and simple, they do seem 
Unworthy such as thee. — 

But soon these traced lines will fade 
And disappear—’tis their doom ; 

May you, unlike them, be arrayed 
In a perpetual bloom. 


GATHER ye rosebuds while ye may, 
Old Time is still aflying, 

And this same flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow will be dying. 


I write not here for beauty, 
I write not here for fame, 

I write to be remembered, 
And thus inscribe my name. 


Maks the best of everything, 
Think the best of everybody, 
Hope the best for yourself, 
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Gay be thy bark, 
Light be thy tide, 
Hope be around thee 
And peace be thy guide. 


I write in your Album ? 
How very absurd ! 

My mind is at random— 
Can’t think of a word. 


O, wnat is life? Tis like a flower 
That blossoms and is gone, 

It flourishes its little hour 
With all its beauty on ; 

Death comes, and, like a wintry day, 
Cuts the lovely flower away. 


GENTLY speak in accents tender 
Of those friends ye loved of yore, 
Though perchance they may not rendcr 
All the joys they gave before. 
There are few whose lives are blamcliss 
Who have nothing to regret, 
Then let others’ faults be nameless, 
Or forgive them and forget. 


Tis no trifle that we cherish 
When we find and prove a friend, 
One whose fealty will not perish, 
Growing stronger to the end ; 

But should dark clouds overshade thee, 
And old friends grow cold—oh ! yet 
Think how happy once they made thee, 

Then forgive, but ne’er forget. 


62 SELECTIONS FOR AUTOGRAPH 


Norarne great is lightly won, 
Nothing won is lost ; 

Every good deed nobly done 
Will repay the cost. 


Fal creatures are we all! To be the best 
Is but the fewest faults to have ; 

Look thou, then, to thyself, and leave the rest 
To God, thy conscience, and the grave. 


- 


_ If there were in life no higher possibilities than the mere grati- 
fication of one’s own selfish desires, life would not be worth the 
living, and old age would find us with nothing but gray hairs and 
seared hearts to show what we had been. 


To live that as the years go by, 
They gild thy heart, not sear it ; 

Old age will prove a crown of joy, 
If ye but fitly wear it. 


Yes! they do waste God’s precious gifts 
Who live in rain repining, 

Nor see how through the clouds He sifts 
Our hearts for His refining! 


Turs life to us is at best 

But a port in which to rest ; 
Friends the truest early die 
Hopes the fondest soonest fly. 
Summer blossoms soon decay, 
Gather rosebuds while you may. 
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Many a tender tie is broken, 
Many a gentle heart distressed, 

By a careless sentence spoken— 
Spoken only as a jest. 


Though a power of easy wielding 
Such a passion can invoke, 

And the shreds of love are yielding, 
They, thus smitten, may be broke. 


May your cheeks retain their dimples, 
May your heart be just as gay, 

Until some manly voice shall whisper, 
‘* Dearest, will you name the day ?”’ 


WE know not when, we know not where, 
But sometimes in a future fair 

We, in a purer atmosphere, 

Shall see why falls each bitter tear. 


Yes, sometimes, somewhere, soon or late, 
Shall ‘‘crooked places” all be ** straight,’’ 
And gladly hearts that now rebel 

Shall own—‘‘ God doth all things well.” 


Press on, there’s no such word as fail, 
Press nobly on, the goal is near; 

Ascend the mountain, breast the gale, 
Look upward—onward never fear. 


Why shoulds't thou faint ? Heaven smilcs ab ove, 
Though storm and vapor interv ne, 

That sun shines on whose na ne is love, 
Serenely o’er lite’s shadowed scene. 
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In the tempest of life, when the wave and the gale 

Are around and above, if thy footing should fail, 

If thine eye should grow dim, and thy caution depart, 
‘* Look aloft,” and be firm, and be fearless of heart. 


If the friend who embraced in prosperity’s glow, 

With a smile for each joy and a tear for each woe, 

Should betray thee when sorrows like clouds are arrayed, 
‘¢ Look aloft!” to the friendship which never shall fade. 


Should the visions which hope spreads in light to thine eye, 
Like the tints of the rainbow, but brighten to fly, ° 
Then turn, and through tears of repentant regret, 

‘* Look aloft!” to the sun that is never to set. 


Ax! change is stamp’d on all below. 

The brightest hopes are quickest fled, 
All nature says—it must be so— 

We live—we love—then join the dead. 


Srnoe I can find no fairer spot 
Left in reserve for me, 

Here will I write ‘‘ Forget me not,” 
And I'll remember. thee. 


Bg thy heart the home of pleasure, 
Bright with sunshine without measure ; 
Be thy name forgotten never, 

Be thy home in Heaven forever. 


May Time, who sheds his blight o’er all, 
And daily dooms some joy to death, 
O’er thee let years so gently fall, 
They shall not crush one flower beneath. 
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Ox! what a glory doth this world put on, 

For him who with a fervent heart goes forth, 

Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks 

On duties well performed, and days well spent. 

For him the wind, aye, and the yellow leaves 

Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings, 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn that death 

Has lifted up for all, that he shall go 

To his long resting place without a tear. 


THE sun may warm the grass to life 
The dew, the drooping flower, 

And eyes grow bright and watch the light 
Of Autumin’s opening hour ; 

But words that breathe of tenderness, 
And smiles we know are true, 

Are warmer than the summer time, 

, And brighter than the dew. 


Put thou thy trust in God, 
In duty’s path go on, 

Fix on His word thy steadfast eye, 
So shall thy work be done. 


ene 


Ir scribbling in albums 
Remembrance insures, 

With the greatest of pleasure 
I'll scribble in yours. 


————— 


Att golden thoughts, all wealth of days, 
Truth, friendship, love surround thee, 

So may thou smile till life be closed 
And angel hands have crowned thee. 
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REMEMBER me, is all I ask, 
, But if remembrance prove a task, 
Forget me. 


ees 


May truth, peace and happiness 
E’er be your lot, 
And when we are parted 
: Forget me not. 


WHEN the golden sun is setting, 
And your mind from care is free, 

When of others you are thinking, 
Will you sometimes thirtk of me ? 


ne 


Orten and often will skies be gray 
And hearts be sad ; 

But the Lord hath made usa perfect day, 
Let us be glad. 


May fortune wear a wreath for thee 
Of all her choicest flowers ; 

May all thy years bright ones be, 
And all thy days as happy hours. 


Many write in albums 
Things oft heard before ; 
My words are few and simple, 
But they’ve not been seen of yore. 


For something original | 
I’ve been puzzling my brain. 
At last, I’ve concluded 
To just sign my name. 
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In the house of calm affection, 
In the house of social glee, 

If you chance to think of any, 
Will you sometimes think of me. 


Somer would wish you pleasure, 
Some would wish you mirth ; 
But I would wish you treasure, 
And a home beyond the earth. 


Rovunp went the book 
Till here it came, 

So here’s an attempt . 
To scratch my name. 


, ONoE out of sight we're out of mind, 
A saying old, perhaps ’tis true; 

To prove it false, I'll show you how, 

Just think of me, I'll think of you. 


TE names of those you prize and love, 
When steadfast friendship makes them dear, 
Companions of your happier hours 
Let such alone be gathered here ; 
And when you turn these treasured leaves 
And see what loved ones here have traced, 
Let her who penned these careless lines 
From memory be not quite effaced. 


May your joys and sorrows 
Make you strong, life’s race torun, 
Till the lips of smiling angels 
Greet you with the words, ‘‘ Well done.” 
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How sweet is the hour we give 
When fancy may wander free 
To the friends who in memory live, 
For then I'll remember thee ! 
Then winged like the dove from the ark, 
My thoughts o’er a stormy sea 
Bring back to my lonely bark 
A leaf that reminds me of thee ! 


Let Fate do her worst ! there are relics of joy, 
Bright dreams of thee which she cannot destroy, 
Which come in the dark time of sorrow and care, 
And bring back the features that joy used to wear. 
Long, long be thy heart with such memories filled, 
Like the vase in which roses have once been distilled ; 
You may break, you may ruin the vase if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 


Wuen Time has laid in after years 
His touch upon thy brow, 
And dimmed those eyes with scalding tears 
That beam so brightly now, 
Remember then, I only ask, 
This trifling boon of thee— 
O, deem it not an irksome task 
To sometimes think of me! 


In this book friendly hands have written, and Affection’s offer- 
ings are recorded. 

Others have spoken their kindly greetings, now I would humbly 
add therein mine. 


As your life in the past has been a happy one, may your future | 
pathway be as bright and happy, and filled with the sunlight of © 


God’s holy love. 


wae 
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Every joy thy life attend, 
Mingled with no sorrow, 

May your hopes be bright to-day, 
And brighter still to-morrow. 


’T1s useless to languish in sorrow, 
And grieve for the joys that are past, 
There is something in store for the morrow 
As pleasant and bright as the past. 


May your friends be many, 
May your foes be few, 
With woes not many 
Life’s journey through. 


I sLepr and dreamed that life was beauty ; 
I awoke and found that life was duty. 
Was my dream, then, a shadowy lie? 

Toil on, sad heart, courageously, 

And thou shalt find thy dream shall be 

A noonday light and truth to thee. 


Ir every kind wish was a rose, 
And the rose had not a thorn, 

Your path through life with loveliest flowers, 
Fair friend, I would adorn. 


Ir, in years to come, my bark should roam 
From yours, o’er life’s great sea, 

I ask you, when you read these lines, 
To kindly think of me. 


70 


SELECTIONS FOR AUTOGRAPH 


S1nos I can find no fairer spot 

_ Left in reserve for me, 

Here will I write, ‘‘ Forget me not,” 
And I'll remember thee. 


I pray the prayer of Plato old, 
God make thee pure within, 

And may thine eyes the good behold 
In everything but sin. 


On loftiest heights the sun’s first glory shines, 
When all the East is rich with flame and gold, . 

And brightly there it glows, when day declines, 
Leaving the plains and valleys dim and cold. 


Earth’s noblest names, like some great mountain's crest, 
Shine high where longest burns the day’s clear light ; 
And those whose letters show above the rest, 
Record the lives by Time held pure and bright. 


—Thomas &. Collier. 


Tue Lord in darkness be your light, 

Your strength in sickness, shield in fight, 
Your health, your riches, and your might, 
Your comfort in distresses ; 

The hope of every future breath, 

And your eternal joy in death. 


A NOBLE woman, nobly planned, 

To warn, to comfort, to command. 

The creature not too bright nor good, 

For human nature’s daily food : 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smilcs. 


a ee 
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WHILE you are young and full of life 
Fret not yourself with petty strife, 
But have a nobler field in view, 
Choose what is right, and that pursue. 


Lire is a vapor, which will vanish away, 
Seek to improve it while yet lasts the day ; 

In everything you do, aim to excel, 

For what is worth doing, is worth doing well. 


Gop gives us grace, 

Each in his place, 

To bear his lot, 

And mumuring not, 

Endure, and wait, and labor. 


A WHISPERED word may touch the heart, 
And call it back to life, 

A look of love, bid sin depart, 
And still unholy strife. 


May many names be added here, 
To show fidelity to thee, 

To add grace to a book so dear, 
Chaste emblem of sincerity. 


Ir words could satisfy the heart, 
The heart would find less care, 

But words, like empty clouds depart, 
And leave but empty air. 
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You have a noble work to do, 
A mission to perform, , 

To God and your own self be true ; 
Labor with heart and will, 

So peace and love shall crown your hours, 
With wreaths of never fading flowers. 


See) 


You think of me, don’t you ? 
You'll remember me, won't you, 
Long after the present 

Fades into the past ? 


Love’s offering to-day 
Is not a fair basket with flowers of May ; 
A gift far more fitting for warrior so true, 
Shall speak of the fond love my heart has for you. 


In pleasure’s dream or sorrow’s hour, 
In crowded hall or lonely bower, 
The yearnings of my heart shall be 
Forever to remember thee. 


May thy path be covered with flowers 

Of the richest and purest attire, 
And that you may spend many bright hours 
- Is my earnest and hopeful desire. 


—_———S ee 


May love, truth and friendship forever 
Just sparkle the brightest for thee, 

Till death all these jewels dissever, 
And memory cease to be. 
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Farr and flowery be thy path, 
And bright the sky above thee, 
Happiness every coming year 
To thee and those that love thee. 


——— 


Do not look for wrong or evil, 
You will find them if you do; 
As you measure to your neighbor 
He will measure back to you. 
Look for goodness, look for gladness, 
You will meet them all the while, 
If you bring a smiling visage 
To the glass—you meet a smile. 


\ 


Tue tissue of the life to be 

We weave in colors all our own, 
And in the field of destiny 

We reap as we have sown. 


Waat is life when wanting love? 
Night without a morning 

Love's the cloudless summer sun 
Nature gay adorning. 


LABor with what zeal we will, 
Something still remains undone — 

Something uncompleted still 
Waits the rising of the sun. 


PERHAPS in some more future year 
Thine eye may rest a moment here, 
And you are absorbed in tender thought, 
Will then, I trust, forget me not. 
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Foraet me not, though brighter eyes 
May beam with sparkling fire ; 

Forget me not, though fairer forms 
May cause thee to admire. 


Precious book of charming grace 
Gems of thought may here be cast, 

Names that time may not erase 
Pleasant mementoes of the past. 


ee 


® 
May your life be joyous, 
But if your eyes should dim, 
Look above beyond the earthly, 


There’s a Crown and Heaven to win. 


SwEeET thoughts can never die, 
Though like the flowers 

Thejr brightest hopes may fly 
In wintry hours. — 


CALMLY may thy bark glide onward 


Through the boundless sea of time, 
|. By the hand of God directed 
a i } May you reach your Heavenly clime. 


Most gladly on this page of thine 
The impress of my hand I lay, 
For while it lives I shall not pass 
From thy memory quite away. 


— eu 
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May thy years be many and thy sorrows few ; may thy life be 
like along and cloudless Summer day; and when at last the 
summons comes from which there is no escaping—when thou art 
wanted and must go—mayest thou fall into the grave as softly as 
the leaves of the sweet roses on an Autumn eve beneath the 
small sighsof the western wind drop to the earth. 


Be not false, unkind or cruel ; 
Banish evil words or strife ; 

Thus shall each day be a jewel 
Strung upon thy thread of life. 


One by one the chairs stand vacant 
That were filled by those we love ; 
One by one the seats are filling 
In our Father’s home above. 


Lire is a volume 
From youth to old age, 

Each year forms a chapter, 
Each day is a page. 

May none be more charming, 
More womanly (manly) true, 

Than that, pure and noble, 
Sketched yearly by you. 


I oan write no better wishes upon this spotless page than that 
thy influence in life may, like the summer showers, distill joy and 
freshness on all around, and that thy name in the ‘“ Book of 
Heaven” may remain unclouded by sin. 
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May thy voyage through life 
Be as happy and free 

As the dancing waves 
On the deep blue sea. 


el 


Live to scatter flowers of joy in every path you tread, to bea 
golden beam of soft and mellow light in every home you visit, 
and strive daily to attain that light which shineth more and more 
unto the perfect day. 


ee 


Let not friendship’s vows be broken, 
Rather strive a friend to gain; 
Many a word in anger spoken 
Finds its passage back again. 


Should you feel inclined to censure 
Faults you may in others view, 
Ask your heart cre you venture, 
If it has not failings, too? 


Do not form opinions blindly— 
Hastiness to trouble tends ; 

Those of whom we’ve thoughts unkindly, 
Oft become our warmest friends. 


ny 


Tus album is for social fame, 
As every good friend knows ; 

And here each should inscribe his name, 
For so the fashion goes. 

A sober look you must maintain, 
And ne’er indulge a laugh, 

When on this page you see inscribed 
This humble autograph. 


Ir I should write, perhaps you'll laugh, 
So Pll merely sign my autograph. 
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Or the present much is bright— 
In the coming years I see 

A brilliant and cheering light 
For thee burning constantly. 


WHEN you are sitting alone, 
Reflecting on the past, 

Remember you have a friend 
Whose love will always last. 


I wisH thee health, 

I wish thee wealth, 
I wish thee gold in store. 

I wish thee Heaven after death— 
What can I wish thee more? 


May thy stream of life glide smoothly, 
And may thou ever happy be ; 

When thou thinkest of those that love thee, 
Then, dear friend, have a thought of me. 


WHERE’ER I go, whate’er my lonely state, 
Yet grateful memory shall linger here, | 

And when, perhaps, you’re musing o’er my fate, 
You still may greet me with a tender tear. 


"Ts sweet to be remembered in the turmoil of this life, 
When struggling up its pathway or mingling in its strife, 
When wandering o’er earth's border or sailing o’er its sea, 
"Tis sweet to be remembered, wherever we may be. 


THERE swims no goose so gray, but, soon or late, 


She finds some honest gander for a mate. 
| — Pope. 
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WILL one wandering thought of thine 
Rest in its rapid flight on me, 
Nor to forgetfulness consign 
The friend who oft will think of thee ? 
Yes! sure thy memory oft will fly 
To scenes that once were dear to thee, 
And when these lines shall meet thine eye, 
Thou, smiling, may’st remember me. 


May friendship open unto you 
The path of peace and holy love; 
May life continual joys renew, 
And hope not too deceptive prove; 
May sweet contentment round you throw 
Such bliss as may be found below. 


In after years when thou perchance, 

As thoughts of ‘‘ Auld Lang Syne” arise, 
"Midst other scenes shall cast a glance 

Among these pages: should thine eyes 
Rest on this tribute, think of me— 

Think kindly, as I shall of thee. 


Do not this effort criticise, 
Nor view it with contempt, 

I was compelled by beauteous eyes 
To make the rash attempt. 


A preor for your album ? what shall it be? 

Now just let me think and I'll give it thee : 

Shall it be nonsense or shall it be wit, 

Or rhyme sentimental, thy album. to fit ? 

Without waiting your answer, a wish I will give, 
That you'll think of me where’er you may live. 
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May your life be a long and a happy one, 
Your husband a tall and a handsome one. 


SEE 


THE violet loves the mossy bank, 
The cowslip loves the lea, 

The scarlet creeper loves the elm, 
As surely as I love thee. 


Ture are tears for the many, 
And pleasures for the few ; 
But let the world pass on, dear, 

There’s love for me and you. 


Ox! albums, albums, how I dread 
Your everlasting scrap and scrawl— 

How often wish that from the dead 

Old Omar would pop forth his head, 
And make a bonfire of you all. 


So might I shun the shame and pain 
That o’er me at this instant comes, 
When Beauty, seeking Wit in vain, 
Knocks at the portal of my brain, 
And gets for answer, ‘‘ Not at home.” 


oo 


THERE are a thousand nameless ties 
Which only such as feel them know, 
Of kindred thoughts, deep sympathies, 
And untold fancies: spells which throw 
O’er ardent minds and faithful hearts 
A chain, whose charmed links so bless’d 
That the light circlet but imparts 
Its force in these fond words—my friend. 
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Ir e’er in future years 
This leaf you chance to see, 
Just pause a moment then, 
And kindly think of me. 


Tova fate, my girl, may bid us part, 
The soul it cannot, cannot sever ; 
The heart will seck its kindred heart, 
And cling to it as close as ever. 
—T. Moore. 


Pray, do not be so fickle 
As to love each man you see, 
Or you'll get into a pickle 
Before you're twenty-three. 


—<— 


’T1s hard to be parted from those 
With whom we forever could dwell ; 
But bitter indeed is the sorrow that flows 
When perhaps we are saying farewell—forever ! 


—Mrs. Opie. 


May you ever be happy, 
Live at your case, 

Have a good husband, 
And do as you please. 


AND canst thou think, because we part 
Till some brief months have flown, 

That absence e’er can change a heart 
Which years have made thine own? 


AND, now, fair , L once more say adieu, 
Good luck forever, and good bye to you! 


AND WRITING ALBUMS. 


Wird friends sincere, what joys we find 
Congenial to our wishes ; 

Then life appears a summer's day, 

And down time’s crystal stream we play 
As sportive little fishes. 


We see naught, then, but general good 
Which warmth pervades all nature, 

Our hearts expand with gratitude 
Unto the great Creator. 


Then let’s revere the virtuous fair, 
The friend whose truth is tried, 

For without these, go where you please, 
We'll always find a void. 


WHEN memory, with her jeweled hand, 
Counts o’er her gems by love’s bright sea, 
Drop not my pearl upon the strand, 
But keep it and remember me. 


SINOE we deserve the name of friends, 
And thy fond love so lives in me, | 
And moves me on to life’s great ends, 

A part of mine must dwell in thee. 


WHEN far from thee I bide, 

In dreams still at thy side 
Ive talked to thee; 

And when I woke I sighed, 


Myself alone so see. 
—TZaylor. 


In many ways does the full heart reveal 
The presence of the love it would conceal. 
— Coleridge. 
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Ir ever a husband you shall have, 
And he these lines should see, 

Tell him of your fun in school, 
And kiss him twice for me. 


WHEN time who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasure too, 

The memory of the past will stay, 
And half our joys renew. 


Tue budding flowers may soon decay, 
And fondest hopes in ruins lie, 

The strongest passions soon decay, 
But friendship true can never die. 


To flourish round my native bower 
And blossom round my cot, 

I cultivate a little flower, 
It is called ‘‘ Forget-me-not. 


WE met ere yet the world had come 

To wither up the springs of youth; 
Amid the holy joys of home 

And in the first warm blush of youth 
We parted, as they never part, 

Whose tears are doom’d to be forgot; 
Oh! by that agony of heart, 

Forget me not—forget me not! 


_ Lire hath as many farewells 
As it hath sunny hours, 
And over some are scattered thorns, 
And over others, flowers. 
—Mrs, L. P. Smith. 
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WHILE sailing down life’s varied stream 
May your smile be ever gay, 

May you ever be hemmed in by the green, 
In darkness and in day. 

May friends like wild flowers at your side 
Be ever near to cheer and guide. 


FioweEss are lovely, love is flower-like, 
Friendship is a sheltering tree ; 

Oh ! the joys that come down shower-like, 
Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty. 


On the broad highway of action 
Friends of worth are far and few, 

But when one has promised friendship, 
Cling to her who clings to you. 


Foraet me not when far away, 
Though the deep ocean roll between ; 
Forget me not, where’er you stay, 
In busy throngs or paths unseen. 


May thy youth be blest, 
Thy life happy and free, 
As the dancing waves 
Of the deep blue sea. 


I roven thee in thy spring-time’s blushing hour— 
I loved thee in the Summer’s ripened noon— 

I loved thee in the blossom, bud, and flower-— 
The tear of April, and the smile of June: 

Fear not, then, fear not any hour will see 
The heart grow cold that ever beat for thee! 
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ADVERSITY, sage useful guest, 
Severe instructor, but the best, 

It is from thee alone we know 
Justly to value things below. 


Herr’s a sigh for those who love me, 
And a smile for those who hate ; 
And, whatever sky’s above me, 


Here’s a heart for every fate. 
— Byron. 


Lieut be thy heart! why should’st thou keep 
Sadness within its secret cells? 
Let not thine eye one tear-drop weep, 
Unless that tear of rapture tells. 
Mrs, A. B. Welby. 


I HAVE a silent sorrow here, 
A grief I'll ne’er impart ; 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear, 


Yet it consumes my heart. 
—Sheridan. 


AmIpsT the dull cares that surround us in life— 
In the moments of bliss that illumine our way— 
When the bosom is torn with contention and strife, 
Or thrilled with delight at the scenes we survey— 
Oh! blest is the man who can freely repose 
In the heart of a friend all his joys and his woes! 
—I. T. Watson. 


SINOE brevity’s the soul of wit, 
And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes— 
I will be brief. 
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I ask not always in your breast 
In solitude to be; 

But whether mournful, whether blest, 
Sometimes remember me. 


I ask not always for thy smile, 
Lot of some happier one ; 

But sometimes be with feelings fraught 
O’er joys now past and gone. 


I ask not always for those sighs 
Which make thy bosom swell; 
But still in this fond heart of mine 


Those strong affections dwell. 
—T. Moore. 


Wuerr’er thou journeyest or whate’er thy care, 
My heart shall follow and my spirit share. 
—Mrs, L. H. Sigourney. 


Sooner shall the blue ocean melt to air— 
Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea, 

Than I resign thine image, oh, my fair! 
Or think of anything excepting thee. 


— Byron. 
SwEEtTEsT love! I’ll not forget thee! 
Time shall only teach my heart 
Fonder, warmer to regret thee, 
Lovely, gentle as thou art! 
— Moore. 


Tue finger of love, on my innermost heart, 
Wrote thy name, O, adored! when my feelings were young, 
And the record shall ’bide till my soul shall depart, 
And the darkness of death o’er my being be flung. 
—W. H. Burleigh, 
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‘ We heeded not the cold blast, nor the winter’s icy air, 
For we found one climate in the heart, and it was summer there. 
—J. R. Drake. 


THE mountain rill 
Seeks with no surer flow the far, bright sea, 
Than my unchang’d affection flows to thee. 
—Park Benjamin. 


TueEre is nothing but death 
Our affection can sever, 
And till life’s latest breath 
Love shall bind us forever. 
—J. G. Percival. 


THINK not, beloved, time can break 
The spell around us cast, 

Or absence from my bosom take 
The memory of the past. 
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BREVITIES. 


ed 


Dogs my old friend remember me? 


oe 


Tis not from vanity 
But that I may remembered be— 
That here I write my name. 


——_—> 


May just enough clouds be yours 
To make a glorious sunset. 


eed 


As the ripple follows the wave on the sea, 
So may God's blessings follow thee. 


Herer’s to your good health, your family’s 
Good health ; may you all live long and prosper. 


aera eae 


LovE may be the sweetest tie to be tied with, 
But friendship is certainly the strongest. 


Lire is for labor, death for rest, and 
Eternity for reward. 
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Nartorg is full of poetry, 

From the high mountain to the sheltered valley, 
From the bleak promontory to the myrtle grove, 
From the star-lit heavens to the slumbering earth. 


Live that you may not fear to die. 


Dary plant the trees which shall bring forth flowers to strew 
your sick bed and garland your grave. 


Ler your life be earnest. 


——————— 


THE secret of happiness is in always having something to do, 
and in doing that something with zeal and cheerfulness. 


WHEN thy pillow refuses repose, ) 
Seek rest on the bosom of Jesus. 


Work for some good, be it ever so slowly, 
Cherish some flower, be it ever so lowly, 
Labor—all labor is noble and holy. 


Oovr lives in acts exemplary, not only win 
Ourselves good names, but do to others give 
Matter for virtuous deeds, by which we live. 


May the choicest gifts of Heaven 
Be showered upon thy life. 
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JE ne connais que deux belles choses dans |’univers; le ciel 
étoilé sur nos tétes, et le sentiment du devoir dans nos cceurs. 
— Corinne. 
TRANSLATION—I KNow of but two beautiful things in the uni- 
verse ; the starry heavens above our heads, and the sentiment of 
duty in our hearts. 


A LINE is enough for memory. 


THaT the choicest of Heaven’s blessings may ever rest upon 
you, is the sincere wish of your friend 


Tat all the kind wishes of your friends, as expressed in these 
pages, may be realized. 


Ir is better to be wise, and not seem so, 
Than to seem wise, and not be so. 


Many waters cannot quench love. 


TRE joys of meeting pay the pangs of absence— 
Else who could bear it. 


May Truth guide, Mercy forgive to the end, and Love accom- 
pany you always. 


May your life be like the summer in its fullness—nothing left to 
be desired. 


' I never loved you less, because I loved others more. 
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May frienship bind us with its golden chain and take the clasp __ 
to Heaven. ° 


Tue heart may break, yet, broken, still live on. 


Dews of the night are diamonds of the morn, so the tears we 
weep here may be pearls in heaven. 


My mind lingers upon happy spoken words and garnered little 
memories. 


Rea glory springs from the silent conquest of ourselves. 


NEVER trouble trouble . 
Till trouble troubles you. 


Love me little, love me long. 


Kinp hearts are more than coronets. 


Many daughters have done virtuously, but thou excellest them 
all. | 


May your joys be as deep as the ocean, and your sorrows as 
light as its foam. | 


May all the names recorded here 
In the Lamb's Book of Life appear. 


a 


Ce a 
* 
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May thy years be many and thy sorrows few. 


Be content with the lot God has marked out for you. Love, 
honor and obey Him in all things, and your last days will be peace- 
ful and happy. 


May the morn of thy life be bright and joyous, the noontide 
peaceful and happy, and the sunset gloriously hopeful, is the wish 
of your friend. 


WE are safer in the storm that God sends us than in acalm 
when befriended by the world. 


Every path that leads to Heaven is trodden by willing feet— 
none were even driven to Paradise. 


THERE is no real life but cheerful life. 


He who does good to another, does also good to himself—not 
only in the act, but in the consciousness of well-doing is his 
reward. 


Send 


ADVERSITY makes a man wise, not rich. 


I 


Goon, kind, true, holy words dropped in conversation may be 
little thought of, but they are like sceds of flowers of fruitful 
trees, falling by the wayside, borne by some bird afar, happily 
thereafter to fringe with beauty some barren mountain, or to make 
glad some lone wilderness. 


* 


Tu happiest women, like the happiest nations, have no history. 
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THe only way for a man to escape being found out, is to pass 
for what he is. The only way to maintain a good character is to 
deserve it. It is easier to correct our faults than to conceal them. 


oS 


Lire is a book of which we can have but one edition. Let each 
day’s actions, as they add their pages to the indestructible volume, 
be such as we shall be willing to have an assembled world read. 


May your love prove true to Him who made you, and your life 
one garden of flowers. 


LiFs is a leaf of paper, white, 
Whereon each one of us may write 
His word or two, and then comes night. 


Lovr may have many changes, but true love will last forever. 


May you always ascend the hill of prosperity and never want 
a friend. ; 


Bg thy life a woodland stream, 
Though darkened by the shadows of adversity, 
Yet reflecting an image of heaven. 


LavNOHED on life’s tempestuous sea, may the Great Ruler of 
Heaven defend you from all evil. May you never know the frown 
eof adversity, and may your happiness never have an end. | 


Love many, trust few, 
And always paddle your own canoe. 
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Ir has been beautifully said : The water that flows from a spring 
does not congeal in winter ; and those sentiments which flow from 
the heart cannot be chilled by adversity. 


A KIND word never dies. 


THE truest happiness is found in making others happy. 


Wirsx best wishes for your future welfare. 


May He who hath pencilled the leaves with beauty—given the 
flowers their bloom—lent music to tie lay of the timid bird—gra- 
ciously remember thee in that day when He shall gather His 


jewels. 


May the garden of your future destiny be strewn with roses of 
friendship, and the auspicious star of Bethlehem finally guide you 
to the blissful shores of Paradise. 


May &  Angelstwine thy Cross : 
a 


DeFeEr not till to-morrow to be wise, 


To-morrow’s sun to thee may never rise. 
—Congreve. 


ATTEMPT the end and never stand to doubt ; 


Nothing’s so hard but search will find it out. 
—Herrick. 


94 SELECTIONS FOR AUTOGRAPH ALBUMS. 


Onty the actions of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in the dust. 


— Shirley. 
May success and happiness attend you. 
Coup we forbear dispute and practice love, 
We should agree as angels do above. 
— Waller. 


Nor love thy light, nor hate; but what thou liv’st, 
Live well; how long or short permit to heaven. 


— Milton. 
Errors like straws upon the surface flow ; 
He who would search for pearls must dive below. 
— Dryden. 
OF all the days that’s in the week, 
I dearly love but one day, 
And that’s the day that comes betwixt 
A Saturday and Monday. 
—Henry Cary. 
LIKE our shadows, 
Our wishes lengthen as our sun declines. 
— Young. 


Txat life is long which answers life’s great end. 
— Young. 
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